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Reviews 

Perhaps the very essence of imagism is presented in the 
poems of H. D. She is less disturbed than her companions 
by merely human feeling; she stands, in god-like aloofness, 
for the austerities of art, and one or two of her vivid little 
drawings rank almost with certain brief and beautiful images 
achieved by Mr. Pound in his most magical moments, or by 
Mr. Allen Upward in his Scented Leaves from a Chinese 
Jar. Such things are the butterfly's wing — fugitive, delicate, 
shot with color, visible a mere instant against the blue. 

H.M. 

Antwerp, by Ford Madox Hueffer. The Poetry Bookshop, 

London. 
Poems, by John Rodker. Printed by the Author, 1 Osborn 

Street, Whitechapel. 
Sing-Songs of the War, by Maurice Hewlett. The Poetry 

Bookshop. 

When the inteligencia of London are hit with a new 
fashion in art, they are hit hard. They live with it — they 
think it, dress it, eat it; one may almost imagine the Nude 
Descending the Stair in ice-cream. Pre-Raphaelitism spread 
its bane over walls, cupboards, chairs, and invented the seam- 
less dresses worn by lank women. Now it is post-impres- 
sionism, vorticism, or whatever may be the latest coinage of 
terms for the new movement. 

Mr. Rodker's book has a tasteful spray of ganglia on the 
cover, designed by Mr. David Bombey, and Mr. Hueffer's 
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poem an arrangement of forked diagonals, and a soldier 
represented by the sharp onward thrust of lines. Yet what 
a relief these are after the perpetual pretty-girl covers of our 
books and magazines! Unfortunately it is not possible to 
reproduce the very appropriate head-piece for the middle 
section of Mr. Hueffer's poem — a poem of great beauty 
which I wish it were possible to quote in full. I think I have 
had more lasting enjoyment from this poem than from any 
that I have seen on the war. 

Ill 

For the white-limbed heroes of Hellas ride by upon their 

horses 
Forever through our brains. 

The heroes of Cressy ride by upon their stallions; 
And battalions and battalions and battalions — 
The Old Guard, the Young Guard, the men of Minden and of 

Waterloo — 
Pass, forever staunch, 
Stand forever true; 

And the small man with the large paunch, 
And the gray coat, and the large hat, and the hands behind 

the back, 
Watches them pass 
In our minds forever . . . 
But that clutter of sodden corses 
On the sodden Belgian grass — 
That is a strange new beauty. 

IV 

With no especial legends of marchings or triumphs or duty, 
Assuredly that is the way of it, 
The way of beauty ... 

And that is the highest word you can find to say of it. 
For you cannot praise it with words 
Compounded of lyres and swords, 
But the thought of the gloom and the rain, 
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And the ugly coated figure standing beside a drain, 

Shall eat itself into your brain: 

And you will say of all heroes : "They fought like the Belgians !" 

And you will say: "He wrought like a Belgian his fate out of 

gloom ;" 
And you will say: "He bought like a Belgian 
His doom." 

And that shall be an honorable name ; 
"Belgian" shall be an honorable word, 
As honorable as the fame of the sword, 
As honorable as the mention of the many-chorded lyre ; 
And his old coat shall seem as beautiful as the fabrics woven in 

Tyre. 

Much of Mr. Rodker's verse I am frankly quite unable 
to fathom. It is futuristic — I use the word to describe a 
certain mingling of the subjective and objective, to which 
one must submit oneself to get the value of the poems. In 
other words, the reader must attempt to place himself in the 
same subjective attitude, and indulge in the same white heat 
of concentration, upon which the ephemera of the objective 
world will burst with an importance quite disproportionate 
to the normal sense. A painter would detect here many 
variations of the after-image — not necessarily visual however. 
It is the instability of Mr. Rodker's image that I find con- 
fusing. But one reader may find the path easy where another 
stumbles. The Mercury Vapor Lamps gives an impression 
in verse that might well be conveyed in music by one of the 
new composers. London Night, included in the volume, was 
published in the December number of Poetry. 

My own reaction to Mr. Rodker's verse might be said 
to be expressed in his Item : 
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You said 
your heart was 
pieces of 

strings 
in a 

peacock blue satin 
bag. 

Mr. Hewlett's booklet includes a group of songs very 

much in the nature of broad-sheet ballads, for they give the 

familiar homely touch of pathos and humor characteristic 

of such popular lyrics. Naturally they are enthusiastically 

pro-British. A. C. H. 

OUR CONTEMPORARIES 

ONCE MORE THE MERCURE DE FRANCE 

It is a pleasure to record that the Mercure de France 
resumed publication April 1st. The silence of this enlight- 
ened review since the beginning of the war has been a serious 
loss to international letters, and we welcome once more its 
fortnightly appreciations of all that is most vital in modern 
literature. 

This first number, naturally, is devoted largely to topics 
suggested by the war, one of them, on La Faillite de la 
"Kultur," being contributed by Mr. Henri de Regnier, and 
a brief word, Mon Retour a Paris, by M. Remy de Gour- 
mont. Besides these we have a poem, Les Baigneuses de 
Rubens, by M. fimile Verhaeren, tributes to Charles Peguy 
and Charles Muller, two French poets killed in battle, and 
the usual chronicles and criticisms. 
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